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E L A I N E  B L E A K N E Y
SHE'S BEEN TH IS  BODY BEFORE
M e n -o f-w a r hang. She fans them  away w ith  her arms. B u t the 
s tin g — she goes th ro u g h  w ith  her face. T h e y  l i f t  her fo r  tre a tm e n t 
on the boat, a s te ro id  shot. She slips u n d e r again. T h ree  d ivers su r­
ro u n d , w a tch in g  fo r sharks. T h e y  see p i lo t  whales ahead. T h e  sky 
on her back. T h e  n e tw o rk  says: in s p ir in g . She m arkets he rse lf w ith  
a rh y m in g  phrase. A pecu lia r, c lear in te n t io n . In  its b lin d  to  sw im  
the s tra its , C uba to  F lo rid a , she can’t hear the dead. T h e y  s ing to  
her, t ire d  and stung. W here  are you  going? She can’t ask; she’s n o t 
perplexed yet. W hen  she loses fe e lin g — her m in d  says so m e th in g  
shou ld  be here, o f f  her spine. T h e  d o c to r o r doc to rs  on the boat 
w arn: one m ore s tin g  and yo u ’ ll be lost. She d rops her purpose. She 
strokes back in .
•  •  •
M y  m o th e r’s fr ie n d  flies d o w n , b ro ke n -u p . W e fo llo w  her a round  
the house. She likes to  a ir -d ry  her bo d y  in  the m o rn in g  a fte r a 
shower o r a sw im . I have now here to  p u t th is . So I pedal m y legs 
above m y parents ’ bed.
O ne  n ig h t th e ir  sound goes w ro n g . M y  fa th e r ’s voice. M y  m o th e r 
flicke rs  fro m  her la ugh te r— w a it, w h y  aren’t we laugh ing? She’s a 
beat beh ind  o r ahead. A  d o o r closes. W a te r runs in  the k itch e n .
I love you  unless you lie  to  me, m y fa th e r says to  us a fte r prayers. 
M y  m o th e r sm oothes th is  o f f  the bed. In  the E llw o o d  C ity  H ig h  
School yearbook m y fa the r is sho rte r than  his classmates. In vo lve d  
in  groups. In  one p ic tu re  he looks ready to  be needed, kn e e lin g  by 
the team. I he ir mascot is an ach ing  w ooden  g rin .
W h a t happens: M y  m o th e r ’s fr ie n d  doesn’t v is it  again. W e s t i l l  have 
the h o llo w  fish hang ing  by the po o l. I he w in d  tu rn s  it .  Y e llow  
jackets nest in its m o u th . He ducts th is  up w ith  tape o r sprays—  
reaching as we stand at the w in d o w  w a tc h in g  h im  on the ladder.
I kn o w  hes stung . I c a n t see how. I co u ld  engage in  f ic t io n ,  m ake
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a co n v e r s a t i o n  a b o u t  w h a t  to  d o  w i th  th e  Pish. S h o u ld  vse spray or 
t a p e  its m o u t h .  O r  take  it d o w n .  1 w o u l d  be  able  to hea r  t h e m ,  a n d  
locate  m y s e l f  again .
•  •  •
N o r t h  to  Z a p iq u e r i a s .  I w o  w o m e n  in a d o o rw a y ,  o n e  in an a p r o n  
a n d  the  o t h e r  l o o k i n g  d o w n  at  ye l low in her  p a lm .  An o ld e r  m a n  
on  a b icycle s pa r ro w s  by. W h i c h  is th e  per fec t  color ,  a h i l ls ide  in 
the  d i s t ance .  1 look  harder .  A real o r  fake vi llage set u p  on  a side.  
Cafes  l ike cafes b u t  at  n ig h t  peo p le  d i s a p p e a r  in cars.  G u n s  at  t he i r  
backs .  I ’m  ca r r y in g  a b o o k  a b o u t  th is  nea r  car ts  se l l ing candy.  D o  
we eat  ch i c k e n  where?
D o g s  asleep u n d e r  trees.
Yellow c h i m e s  yel low in t h e  capi t a l .  I see m y  g r a n d m o t h e r  all in 
b lack  w a lk i n g  w i t h o u t  he r  easel.  A girl c a s cad in g  aga ins t  a wall .  
D i s c u l p e  me.  T h e  plaza at  n o o n .  The Palace o f  Jus t ice  set o u t s i d e  
o f  h o w  it sits in p h o t o g r a p h s  w h e re  th ey  ta lk  a b o u t  th e  siege. N o  
m o v e m e n t  in th e  s to n e .  N o  ar t i s t  s t a n d i n g  across  t h e  s t ree t  w i th  
h e r  w a lk ie - ta lk ie ,  w a t c h i n g  th e  roof.
O kay,  now.  A cha i r  d r o p s  f r o m  invis ib le  h a n d s  a n d  h an g s  by a wire  
aga ins t  th e  exter ior.  H o w  m a n y  p eo p le  stop: '  It was a r o u n d  eleven 
a .m .  M o r e  w o r n w o o d  cha i rs ,  t h e i r  c a t a p u l t  f r o m  a k i t c h e n  the a r t ­
ist makes .  C h a i r s  for t h e  o n es  s h o t  d e a d  ins ide ,  o r  t h e  living? Pass­
erby w a tc h  th e  b u i l d i n g s  wall  sh if t .  N o w  t h a t  s h e ’s o p e n e d  t im e  
w i th  t h e m  l ike this.
W h a t  is d u r a t i o n ?  B e h i n d  th e  false d o o r  in C a n d e l a r i a  w e ’re b r e a k ­
ing.  Paul  s leeps across  t h e  r o o m .  W e  ch e ck  o u t .  E v e r y th i n g  isnt  
b e t t e r  the  next  dav. A d r y  g o ld e n  skin  is th e  m ea ly  b l a n k e t  o r  dus t .  
A n d  i t ’s co ld .  I his was o n e  of th o se  sea r i ng  f ights  I r e m e m b e r  as 
a f t e r s h o ck  a n d  f r a g m e n t .  1 he  b e g i n n i n g  of o u r  re la t io n sh ip .  I he 
e n d  o f  first  year  t en d e r n es s e s  fu c k in g  ag a in s t  a wall .  M y  ski r t  a n d  
th e  l a n g u a g e —  l a n g u a g e  r a in i n g  i n to  lang uage .  W r i t i n g  it is the  
e m p t i e d  coas t  af ter  th e  first  wave has  receded .  Jus t  t a k i n g  a look.  I
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w o n ’t be long.  Paul leaves his socks  in the  basin  d r ip p in g ?  Wil l  you 
hold  me,  my  b o d y  asks b u t  we re too  angry.
I 'm no t  angry,  he says first. H e  has reason to be. T h e  a r t i s t ’s t e a m  is 
researching for her  next  ins t a l l a t ion ,  a crack she  w an ts  to c o n s t r u c t  
at  h o m e  then  send th r o u g h  a hall .  Its ab so lu t e  of f ends  her. F ind 
o u t  how cracks  s tart ,  h o w  they surface ,  she implores  her  t eam  in 
my h e a d - d r a m a  a b o u t  this.  W e  catch  up  wi th  the  w e d d i n g  in the  
m o u n t a i n s ,  a w h i t e  pries t  in the  nave.  H a l f -m ea t ,  ha l f - c lou d.  H e ’s 
big, s o m e o n e  says, in the  ch u r ch .  O u r  f r iends  have f lown h im  in to  
the  m o u n t a i n  to exchange  wi th  h im .
•  •  •
I hen 1 r ip ped  us nea r  his face. C o m p r e h e n d i n g ,  he  g a th e r ed  h i m ­
self. Then changed .  W h a t  are yo u  doing?  m y  voice f r om  the  o t h e r  
side of my head w he re  sp ea k in g  lived.  A s h o c k ,  the  l it t le d o g  w e ’d 
fo u n d  toge the r  p aw in g  at  my legs. M y  h a n d  t ry in g  to press his wet  
face back w i t h o u t  press ing h i m  back:  stay, no ,  stay. I s h u t  the  door .
T h e  d o o r  ons tage .  I he great  actress tugs her  sui tcase across.  I tems 
spill across the  floor. T h e  ac to r  p l ay ing  Stanley s ticks  his h a n d s  in, 
de r id in g  her: f l inging pearls,  silks, lace. I ’m  e i ght  m o n t h s  p re g n an t .  
Paul is next  to me.  All I w a n t  is the  b a t h r o o m .  Black space  u n d e r  
red exit signs. N o  o n e  can move;  s h e ’s b o n es  a n d  l ight.  H e r  facet ing 
self. H e r  ch a r a c te r ’s d isas t ro us  t h in k in g .  T h e  actress w h o  played 
Jane  Eyre is sea ted three  rows d o w n .  I keep l o o k in g  for her  face. M y  
bo d y  d o e s n ’t fit. H e  flut ters;  he kicks.
All it takes is a flick o f  the  key in the  lock.  I he  d o o r  will o p e n .  It 
helps to know :  this is a d i f f icul t  door .  H e  was w o r k i n g  in ename l  
then .  I he d o o r  o p e n e d  o n t o  do t s  a n d  st icks,  im p lo s ions ,  c a n d y  
slicks of a l u m i n u m  agains t  the  wall.  I he  ice cr eam  t ru c k  d o w n ­
stai rs— w r e n c h e d  in s inging.  1 was re ad ing  w i t h o u t  t h i n k in g ;  he 
w o u ld  pain t .  G o o d  coffee d o w n  the  s treet .  I l iked h im .  W h e n  he 
s t roked  t h ro u g h  an d  pressed: w e ld in g  s o u n d s  across the  hall .  A b a ­
sin at the  en d  w he re  I w o u ld  ru n  cold  w a te r  over  m y  wrists:  w h a t  
are you d o ing r  A pa r ty  on  the  roof,  the  roo f  nex t  door .  M y  f r iends
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were  s tu ck  d o w n s ta i r s .  H e ’d  m a d e  t h e m  ch ick e n .  I d m e t  s o m e o n e  
else. A m a n  at a n o t h e r  par ty,  t w en ty - s e v e n ,  s t e p p e d  in to  o r  fell 
d o w n  th e  shaf t.
•  •  •
It was m y  t u r n  to  be t aken  ap a r t .
So at recess th ey  sent  Kat ie  across  the  grass.  She del ivered the i r  
message.  W h a t  d o  you  w a n t  to say back? she  asked,  a lm o s t  tend er .  
T h e y  w a tc h e d  m e  f r om  th e  trees.
I t r i ed  s w i m m i n g .  T h e y  t a u g h t  m e  h o w  to t u r n  a n d  b re a th e .  T u r n  
a n d  b rea th e .  But  m y  feet  d r i f t ed .  I c o u l d n t  keep t h e m  w in g in g .  
T h e  coach  d i p p e d  he r  head  in m y  lane.  S o m e t h i n g  h a p p e n e d ;  I 
w ro t e  it d o w n .
I s h o w e d  her  an essay I love. S o m e  peo p le  w r i t e  so well y o u  a lm o s t  
bel ieve,  she  said k n o w in g ly ;  it s jus t  g o o d  w r i t in g .  She h a n d e d  the  
b o o k  back.  I co u ld n ' t  shake  her  view: h o w  r igh t  she  was,  a c o r n e r  
w h e re  I c rossed the  s t ree t.
O n e  s u m m e r  n ig h t  we a te  t h e  I ta l ian  cook ies  in th e  w in d o w .  Each 
o n e  d u s t e d  a n d  w r a p p e d .  She set fire to a w ra pper .  It l if ted o u t  o f  
m y  p a lm ,  g a i n i n g  fire, s m o l d e r i n g  d o w n  th e  w i n d o w  well w h e re  
we l ived.
I repeat  th is  w i th  s o m e o n e  else. Fire sails t h r o u g h  an o p e n  w i n ­
d o w  tw o  f loors d o w n .  Is it out?  O h  no.  A c u r t a i n  w e r e  d r i n k i n g  
in, ca l l ing ,  s o m e  o t h e r  k i t ch en .  C o p p e r  h a n g i n g  in its green gl in t .  
L a u g h i n g  a n d  yel l ing  across  to  t h e m :  we re sorry,  so sorry.  N o  o n e  
app ears .
•  •  •
N o  o n e  will  see. M y  m o t h e r  is p a y in g  at th e  c o u n te r .  I reach in to  
t h e  vase. T h e y  m u s t  be valuable .  T h e  s to re  is cal led The Cry s ta l  
Palace.  I sl ip o n e  u n d e r  m y  t o n g u e .
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My m o t h e r  talks ab o u t  d isappear ing.  H o w  easy it is. T h i s  s t ar ted  
at parties her parents  threw,  w a tc h in g  adul ts .  I hei r shifts a n d  c o r ­
ners. She wasn’t a t t rac tive  to t h e m  yet. H e r  o lder  sister s tood  in the 
foreg round ,  per fo rm ing.  H e r  yo u n g e r  sister s l ipped o u t  w i th  boys 
f rom town.
In the Crystal  River s o m eo n e  fi lms the  mana tees .  T h e i r  gray skin,  
s tone  flaking in to  flesh. T h e  wo rl d  is wate r  a n d  s tone ,  no corners  
for th em ,  groves where  we can dri ft .  They have flats for hands .  
Pinched,  deve loping faces. I he wate r  level looks  too low. I t s  m i ­
raculously clear: there are still clear places.  B rush ing  by— my kind 
o f  clinging? To be a crea ture  here.
H er  creature .  She w o u ld  lie o u t  to c o m p le t e  herself.  N o w  the  only  
way to cure the s u n ’s d am age  is to sit u n d e r  a total  ray. T his will 
reburn  her ches t an d  face. T h e r e  are too  m a n y  qu es t ions  here,  the  
do c to r  says, reading her skin.  C a n  you imag ine  i f we froze th em  
off, one  by one?
•  •  •
She opens  to us, w o u ld  you all like som e  tea?
W h e r e ’s you r  walker,  M o m ? asks Paul.  She takes his ar m wh ere  she 
used to take Jack’s. In the  casket  air sha t t er ed  his chest .  She s l ipped 
a message inside.  But  his face was al ready sealed.  I his was called 
the  viewing.
He r  gra nd son  toddles to her p a n t r y  to b r i ng  her, o n e  by one,  too 
m uch .  Sugar. Baking powder.  Flour.  I h a n k  you, Endy,  he says. She 
mirrors  h im back.  T h a n k  you,  Endy.  She calls me A m y  th en  co r ­
rects. Am y is a b londe  w o m a n  across the  canal .  A m y  says a spoonful  
o f  p ea nu t  b u t t e r  will help one  sleep. Does  it? Yes. I he re ’s a next 
d o o r  and a next.  C h r i s tm a s  again.
I his means  un t an g l in g  then  displaying w h a t ’s inside.  She has to tell 
us how the  objects nestle in. Likethis? No.  She kno ws  h o w b u t  h e ’s still 
too flown f rom her. Year two.  W h a t  is g r ie f  again? H e r  privacy in  us.
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Paul looks everywhere. I t ’s just no t  here M o m .  Please tell me y o u ’re 
not  going  to get on  the ladder  when we go. Okay,  she responds in a 
smile. Her  sole self. My chi ld,  I ’m my own in this b ind,  she doesn t 
say. W he re  Paul feels her  falling, his t rying  to get her on the phone .  
T h e  p h o n e  go ing  to the machine.  T h e n  the m ach ine  again.  Her  
hip. I mean  it, he says, I need you to promise.  I promise.
1 go for air.
Across the  street is a lot w i th o u t  a family, pa lm and  pine and  brush  
breaking  the house t ract  in f ront  o f  the canal.  There 's a h u m m i n g .  
I he metal  box coo l ing the house next  door? An overgrowth crests 
and  dives— they say they've b rough t  d ow n  one  o f  ou r  drones.  An 
image on tv with language ru n n in g  on the edge o f  the frame.  A 
whi te  th ing  ha tch ing  no one.  A man  with a n o tebook  walks a round ,  
peer ing.  Maybe  just for h u m a n  scale. They say they ’ve j am m e d  its 
brain.  It obeyed,  t u rn in g  to them , descend ing  viewless f rom the 
clouds.
His casket  was black. You couldn ' t  see with h im  inside, open  in 
the church .  I last saw him on the bed. Paul had com e  in to wake 
me up.  Aun t  M aureen  was there  with Uncle  Ed. She had s tar ted in 
tel ling half-stories,  half- images as we wai ted for them  to take his 
body  away. Speeding  th rough  him.  So h a n d s o m e  as a young  man.  
I hat bu tche r  asking him to s tand in the w indow  to slice the meat.  
So he had to s tand  in f ront  o f  the store for them .  H e  had to s tand 
it. A w in d o w  where  she knew he had to be.
Meanwhi le ,  Ella makes everyone.
W h e n  she doesn’t get one  o f  us going or  when  her wave exceeds 
the wave she marked herself  inside, it takes some t im e to get her  
back. Maybe  we shou ld  go up to the house now, Ella. No. All the 
houses o n  this island. T h e  best is being  her  charge, shoo t ing  ou t  o f  
the porch  o n to  the jetty. She asks me for the jellyfish s tory again.
Each one  t rai led long broken  wires. T h e y  looked like just what
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you w a n t  to look at w h e n  y o u ’re fall ing as leep— l iqu id ,  m o t o r i n g .  
W h e n  you' re you a n d  you d o n ’t k n o w  how.  You t ry  to keep up.  You 
keep up w i t h o u t  t rying.  W h a t  are yo u  do ing? You k n o w  t h e m  from 
so m ew here .  T h e  ones  closes t— th e n  a wave.
T h e  past  seeps as 1 pul l  its s t i t c h in g  o u t .  I was s tu n g .  D a w n  hel ped  
m e to the  beach.  Part  of b e ing  w i th  her  was l i st ing to w ar d  her  o lder  
b r o th e r  never c o m i n g  o u t  of his ro o m ,  m a k i n g  a s a n d w ic h  next  to 
his m o t h e r  at  the  table.  She w o u l d  look up.
N o  o n e  w a tc h ed  too hard .  D a w n  a n d  I w a tc h e d  movies  I wasn' t
a l lowed to see. f l e r  fa ther  m a d e  his r o u n d s ,  su rfac ing,  hel lo again.  
His d ea th  invisible in his steps.  W h a t  he w o u l d  do ,  h o w  a n d  w h e n .  
T his h a p p e n e d  already.  Yes says El la b u t  le t ’s break the  next  wave 
wi th  o u r  but ts .
•  # •
I leave you for the  o u t d o o r  s how er  u n d e r  the  house .
I f l  use this s h a m p o o  w h o  will I smel l like? T h e  fig tree b r a c in g  the  
yard.  Voices a t t a c h in g  in the  k i t chen  above.  T h a t ’s F ann ie— I c a n ’t 
tell w h o  else. If I have to leave I s h o u ld  leave now.  W a te r  s loughs
off sand an d  salt,  m y  s o u n d  b o d y  poo l ing.  At  m y  r ight  is a ro ugh ,
h o m e - m a d e  o p e n i n g  to the  house  next  doo r ,  d ry  a n d  em pty.  Kay­
aks s h u ck e d  in the  pa r ch ed  grass.  T hei r b lue  cres t ing  life.
Z e ro  c louds .  W i n d  catches  s o m e o n e  d o i n g  the  puzzle  a lone .  Kirs t ­
en a r r an g in g  all the  pieces to the  mar l in  o n  o n e  side? I hear  a n o t h e r  
body. O u r  steps above, the  kids b u r s t i n g  s teps  t h i n n i n g  in to  ce i l ­
ing. H o w  w i n d  bends  the  w a te r  in to  reverie.  O n e  black,  m o ld y  
beam.
We were r u n n i n g  across.  I had  m y  m o t h e r ’s bowl .  S h e d  w ash e d  the  
berries like she always d id ,  first t h ing .  We p u t  t h e m  d o w n  on  o u r  
n eigh bo rs  step,  kno ck ed ,  s cr eam ed ,  a n d  raced back to o u r  cot tage .  
Later  the i r  noise agains t  o u r  k i t chen  door .  I he tail o f  t he i r  l a u g h ­
ter, those  I o m k i n s o n  kids.
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O u r  bowl  r e tu r n e d  to  the  s tep.  T h e y  had crossed the  m a p l e - s h a d ­
ow ed  grass.  C o l d  in the  m i d d le  w h e r e  the  c lo u d  w o u ld  sit before  
it sh i f ted  o u t .  T h e  howl  was filled w i th  glass f rom  the  lake. G o o d  
pieces.  To  c o u n t  as g o o d  they had to be  w o r n  a n d  useless.
A dul l ,  t h r e a d i n g  l ight  g r o u n d  in. T h e s e  were the  best .  1 he  adu l t s  
ar ch ed  over;  w h a t  is this game? D e e r  o r  w in d  in the  edges.  1 im e  
for bed.
•  •  •
Sap p h i re  s u d d e n  in the  sand.
After the  kids  go d o w n  we dr i f t  t ow ard  the  k i t chen  table,  d r in k in g .  
O n e  o f  o u r  f r iends  is a c lo wn .  H e  has a s tor y  a b o u t  the  stage.  Every 
t im e  he t ries to e n t e r  the  o t h e r  c lowns  t h w a r t  h im .  H e  retreats.  H e  
keeps  ap p ea r in g .  I hey hat  h im  d o w n .  1 hen 1 c o u l d n t  go w i th  it 
a n y m o r e ,  he says. E v e r y th in g  c a m e  ou t .  1 he o t h e r  c low ns  t u r n e d  
then ,  ro l l ing  w i th  laughter ,  r i ng ing  in his wave still s i m m e r i n g  on 
the  floor.
This h a p p e n e d  once .  1 o p e n e d  the  l ibrary  d o o r  a n d  saw m y  resi­
d en ce  hall swaying.  S o m e  o f  us weren ' t  m o v i n g  on  the  pa th  to class 
or  Pierce.  T h e n  the  h igh w i n d o w  o f  the  f r a te rn i ty  t icked .  O t h e r s  
s to o d  closer,  fu r ther ,  p o i n t i n g  at the  stag.  D ra in in g .  T he next  ones  
c o m i n g  o u t  o f  the  l ibrary  b e h i n d  m e look ed  or  pressed past ,  no t  
see ing or  see ing  a few s teps  later. O n e  kid in m y  class 1 r e m e m b e r  
exact ly h o w  he w a lk e d —  lo p in g  always h u r r y i n g  away. The smi le  
bak e d  in. I f  I r e m e m b e r  h im  I r e m e m b e r  his f r iend th en  I r e m e m ­
ber  a s t r a n d  o f  o the rs  f ro m  th a t  t ime .  T h e  s to n e  pa th  we used an d  
had to use if we w a n t e d  to he  there .
•  •  •
It ’s a l m os t  to o  r a n d o m  to bear.  H o w  I m ee t  you,  h o w  you  travel 
here.  S t e a m i n g  howls  o f  col lards  a n d  s h r i m p ,  gri lled ears o f  corn .  
T h e  s inged sleeves. T h i s  is the  boil :  Kirs ten  a n d  F ann ie  ar range  
each dish  a r o u n d ,  o b e d i e n t  to a k i t chen  the  rest o f  us do n ' t  see. W e 
s h o u ld  d o  this every year. T h e  bea ch ,  Kirs ten  says, p o u r in g .  T h e
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beach.  She s tar ts  in r e m e m b e r i n g  F ann ie  to us w h e re  she  was smal l .  
T h e y  w o u l d  have to exp la in  to he r  a n y t h i n g  t h a t  was h a p p e n i n g  in 
the  house  by n o t  e x p la in in g  m u c h .
W e sit d o w n  to eat.  Ki rs ten  sets u p  a s to ry  a b o u t  F a n n i e ’s m o m .  
Then Fann ie  says no,  I 'm n o t  g o in g  the re  t o n i g h t .  Kirs ten  a l r eady 
lit in the  r e m e m b e r i n g ,  s u p e r n a t u r a l  off the  to n g u e .  An a m b e r  
shot .  Fann ie  s tops  her  again ,  n o t  angry,  a n d  Kirs ten  really s tops .  
We  d o  so m e  l ight  w o rk  to shi f t  t he  c o n v e r sa t io n .  Waves  in the  grass 
sweep tow ard  the  house .
T h e  ch i ld re n  sleep.
•  •  •
We were igni ted  s o m e w h e r e  else. N o t  jus t i l lus ion or  m e m o r y — the 
adu l t s  a rched  over. T i m e  for bed.
I co u ld n ' t  sleep. W h a t  s h o u l d  we fill t he  bowl  w i th  next? W h a t  d o  
we m o s t  w a n t  to give t h e m — it had to be s o m e t h i n g  bel ow  m o n e y  
whe re  we m o s t  w a n t e d  to keep.  Petoskey  s tones  o n  the  dresser.  They 
c h a n g e d  in water,  d a r k e n i n g ,  ra ising a l o o s en in g  m a t r ix  w h e re  the  
coral  had  lived. Each h exagon  o p e n i n g  a m o m e n t ,  b lu r re d  a n d  b o r ­
d er ed  by the  next.  T h e y  were w a v e - b o r n .  T h e  glacier  h a d  c l i p p ed  
t h e m  off bed r o ck ,  fo ld ing  t h e m  in. I here  was no  la n g u ag e  o r  l a n d ­
ing. D e c ad e  af ter  dec ad e  o f  ice, e x p a n d i n g  a n d  c o n t r a c t i n g .  D o w n ­
stairs,  the  bowl  r insed a n d  t i p p e d  over  o n  the  rack.  Frees shiver ing,  
sp l i t t ing  th ei r  sh ad o w s  o n  the  s ink.
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